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CLAIMED BY DAD’S COLLEGE FRIEND 


Henry 


She seems familiar to me...like I’ve known her my whole 
life. This woman working hard as she weaves between 
coffee tables is the one for me. But maybe there’s a reason 
she seems familiar...and maybe it has something to do with 
my old college roommate who I’m going to visit... 


Imogen 


I knew I’d seen him before...and now that Dad’s hot college 
roommate has shown up here, I know it’s fate that we’ve 
been brought together. I’m head over heels for the one man 
that should be untouchable to me...but all I want is for him 
to touch me back... 


*Claiming By Dad’s College Friend is an insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


I didn’t come to this small mountain town looking for a 
woman. I’ve never been anywhere hoping to find the one. 
But as I’m sitting in this tiny cafe waiting for my coffee to be 
served, the woman of my dreams catches my eye. 


She looks familiar to me, but at the same time, I’m sure I 
would remember a face like hers. She’s effortlessly 
beautiful...even in her apron and her short black work 
dress, she looks like utter perfection. Her blonde hair is 
pinned back off her rounded face and her diamond eyes 
glimmer every time I see them shining in the sunlight. 


I’ve been here for five minutes and I haven’t taken my eyes 
off her the entire time. I’ve never been so damn attracted to 
a woman before. I came here with my head in the game, 
entirely focussed on my latest business venture...after all, 
this small skiing town wasn’t meant to offer me much more 
than money. But now, seeing her, I’ve hit a different kind of 
jackpot. 


My eyes roam over her body. She’s curvaceous with wide 
hips, thick thighs and an ass that swings irresistibly each 
time she walks between the tables. And I’m not the only 
person who’s noticed how attractive she is, clearly... 


There’s a group of men sitting in one corner of the cafe, 
talking louder than everyone else in the cafe combined. 
They’re young and handsome, the kind of men who think 
that every woman is desperate to fall down at their feet. 
They stare at her with hungry eyes, desperate for what they 
can’t have. It makes my hands curl into fists. Every 
possessive bone in my body is itching for her, to protect her, 
to have her for my own...I can’t stand the way those guys 
are looking at the woman I want. My anger juxtaposes with 
the sudden hardness of my cock in my pants. I’m torn 
between ripping her clothes off and ripping those men 
apart to stop them from ogling her. 


I watch as she heads over to their table with a tray of 
coffee. I can see she’s nervous around them too. The tray is 
shaking in her hands as she tries to set it down on the table. 
As she leans forward, her dress shifts to give me a view of 
her full breasts. It doesn’t escape the notice of those men 
either. One of them wolf-whistles and slowly moves his hand 
to place it on her ass. He squeezes her as the other men 
laugh. 


“T wasn’t expecting such a treat with my morning coffee,” 
the young man says, squeezing her again. 


Anger courses through me like lava in my veins. I stand up, 
knocking my chair over in my haste as I stride towards their 
table. There’s no way I’m going to let some creep get away 
with harassing her like that. The man looks at me in 
amusement while the woman edges away from him in 
disgust. 


“Got a problem, pal?” he asks. I snarl as I grab him by the 
front of his shirt, lifting him right off of his chair. He’s a big 
guy, but he feels weightless in my grip. He finally has the 
sense to look afraid as I hold him up dangling in front of me. 
He kicks his legs at me. 


“What the hell are you doing?” he asks, nervousness 
creeping into his tone. I growl in anger. 


“Oh, so you don’t like being manhandled? You can dish it 
out but you can’t take it, huh? How would you like for 
someone to grope you in plain sight, huh? You’re 
disgusting.” 


“Hey, man, it’s none of your business what I do!” the guy 
hisses in return. “Let go of me.” 


“No. You need to be taught a goddamn lesson,” I snarl as I 
slam my other fist into his stomach and the onlookers in the 
cafe gasp in shock. The young man’s friends don’t know 
whether to laugh or to run. I can see it in their immature 
gazes, but I’m not letting any of them think that their 
behavior is acceptable. I draw the guy up close to my face, 
snarling at him. 


“You deserve to rot in hell for treating women like that,” I 
snarl. “But you’re going to apologize right this second...or 
I’m not letting you go.” 


“What the hell?” the man wheezes. “Do you even know 
her?” 


“That’s beside the point. You’re acting like a scumbag. Say 
sorry or I’ll make you sorry...” 


“Alright, alright! Don’t hit me again!” the man squeals like a 
frightened piglet. “I’m sorry...I’m sorry that I touched 
you...[mogen.” 


I turn to look at the beautiful waitress. Sure enough, her 
name tag reads Imogen. I know that name...but in the heat 
of the moment, I can’t figure out where from. 


She’s watching the scene unfold with frightened eyes. She 
swallows nervously, stepping further away from us. 


“I want you to leave,” she says quietly as she stares at the 
man. “And don’t come back in here...please.” 


“You heard the lady,” I growl in the disgusting man’s face. 
“Get out of here, and if I see you around town acting up 
again I won’t be so lenient with you next time. I’ll beat you 
to a pulp, you little prick, you hear me?” 


I don’t know where all this sudden aggression has come 
from. I’m usually not a man that thinks or acts with his 
fists...but this man has angered me beyond belief. I won’t let 
him get away with treating this beautiful woman like a 
piece of meat. As I finally release him, setting him back on 
the ground, he grabs his ski jacket and practically runs 
from the building. One of his friends leaves a twenty-dollar 
bill on the table and the rest of them follow him like loyal 
little lackeys. 


All of a sudden, the cafe seems all too quiet. The other 
customers are staring at me, but I can’t bring myself to feel 
bad for the way I reacted. Someone had to stand up for the 
waitress and no one else seemed willing to help. 


I turn back to her. She’s watching me in awe, her eyes 
drifting over my body. I guess she can tell I’m not from 
around here, my business suit straight from the city sets me 
apart from the rest in here, who are all wrapped up in fur 
coats and snow boots. Her eyelashes flutter prettily as she 
watches me and lust rises within me again. I want to take 
her up in my arms and kiss her full pouty lips. I want to 


clear out the rest of the cafe and take her right here on one 
of the tables. I want to make her mine right here and now. 


But after what she’s just been through, a man is going to be 
the last thing on her mind. I want to make sure she’s okay. I 
want to let her know she can trust me...because even after I 
leave this cafe, I want her to remember me. I want her to 
stay up at night thinking of me...the way I'll be thinking 
about her. In a few minutes, she’s managed to drive my 
heart wild, to make me want her more than I’ve ever 
wanted anything in this world. 


And now that my heart is set on her, there’s no way I’m 
letting her go. 


Imogen 


I can’t stop staring at the man who saved me from the gross 
guy who felt me up. He seems familiar to me, but I can’t 
place where I know him from. It seems unlikely that I’ve 
met him before, businessmen in sharp suits like him don’t 
come around these parts often. 


Maybe that’s why I’m so unbelievably drawn to him. 
Because he’s so different from the type of men I’m used to. 
He’s so polished, so perfectly poised with his confident 
posture, his sleek dark hair and his well-kept beard...he’s 
older than me, but I see right through the age gap, 
admiring how handsome he is. It helps that he’s so 
obviously well-built too. I can tell he’s well muscled beneath 
his suit. 


Why am I thinking about what’s underneath this guy’s suit? 
He might be my knight in shining armor, but I don’t even 
know him. We haven’t even said a word to one another yet, 
though we must have been sizing each other up for nearly a 


whole minute now. I lean against the counter to steady 
myself. This man has got me weak in the knees. 


“Thank you for saving me back there,” I tell him softly. He 
shakes his head, holding out his hand for me to shake. 


“It was my pleasure. I’m Henry.” 


I take his hand and shake it nervously. The electricity 
bouncing between our hands is enough to send my heart 
back into overdrive. “I’m Imogen...I’m so sorry that they 
ruined your morning coffee.” 


“Don’t apologize for those savages,” he growls. I love the 
possessiveness in his tone that I feel a blush rising in my 
cheeks. What’s wrong with me? I’m already fantasizing 
about him in a way I’ve never fantasized about anyone. I 
want him to take me out of this place... want him to wrap 
his arms around me protectively and tell me that I’m going 
to be alright. I can still feel the strangers hands roaming 
over my body and it’s making me feel nauseous...but the 
thought of Henry touching me is bringing out a whole 
different set of feelings. 


Henry glances out of the window at the retreating figures of 
the men who just left the cafe. “If they give you any more 
trouble while I’m in town you just let me know, alright?” He 
takes a business card smoothly from his pocket and hands it 
to me. I glance at it quickly. It seems he’s the CEO of a 
company of sports equipment...it makes him feel even more 
familiar to me, for some reason. But I don’t ask if I know 
him. I slip the card into my pocket gratefully. 


“Thank you...I’m so sorry, let me bring you your coffee. I 
was getting to your order next...it’s on the house as a thank 
you.” 


“Pd much prefer if you’d sit with me instead,” he says 
smoothly, his voice a seductive purr. “Even if only for a few 
minutes.” 


I shake my head. “I wish I could, but the boss would kill me. 
I’m not supposed to take a break until lunch.” 


Henry nods in understanding. “Well, I certainly wouldn’t 
want to get you in trouble...or not that kind of trouble 
anyway...” 


I blush. He seems like a very confident man. And who can 
blame him when he looks the way he does? He must be the 
best looking man I’ve ever seen...and is it possible he’s 
actually flirting with me? 


“I’m sorry. I’d love to but I just can’t,” I tell him, trying to 
keep my nerves from creeping into my tone. “But perhaps 
another time?” 


“Yes, maybe over dinner,” Henry growls. My heart skips a 
beat. Does he really want to take me out, of all people? It 
seems that way. My cheeks feel hot. 


“Maybe,” I whisper in return. I’m too nervous to give him a 
solid answer. He smiles at me with a twinkle of mischief in 
his eyes. He’s got the air of a city man who can get 
whatever he wants...and if he wants me, then he knows for 
sure he’ll get me eventually. His eyes roam over my body 
seductively and I wish it was his hands trailing over me and 
not just his gaze. I want him desperately, but I have to play 
it cool. I’m at work, after all. He smiles at me. 


“Forget the coffee. I need to be getting off to a meeting 
now,” he says. “But I’m in town for a few days, maybe I’ll 
come back here for breakfast tomorrow, we can talk a little 
more then.” 


“Td like that,” I breathe. He’s got me all riled up now and I 
wish I could commit to leaving here with him right now. I 
wish I could be a part of the lifestyle he seems to lead...the 
easy, laid back kind of life where saving girls and then 
asking them out is commonplace. I want to be the girl he 
saves over and over...but this is crazy. I’ve only just met him, 
maybe it’s the adrenaline from the situation talking. Either 
way, I need to stop thinking like a crazy person. 


I watch as he picks up his briefcase and straightens his suit. 
I lick my lips, feeling overwhelmed by the beauty of the man 
in front of me. He smiles at me one last time and I know 
that his smile is going to be etched in my mind forever. 


“TIl see you around, Imogen,” he says, then he leaves the 
cafe, bringing in a cold gust of air as he opens the door that 
makes me shiver in delight. 


I can barely believe what just happened. We just shared a 
moment so erotic and so exciting to me that I can still feel 
my body still trembling. I want him so badly that I’m half 
tempted to run out after him. I tuck a stray lock of hair 
behind my ear, still leaning against the counter with a blush 
rested on my cheeks. He’s rendered me useless 
now...maybe I won’t come back to life until I see him again. 


But I know it’s unlikely he’ll show his face again. Maybe he 
flirts with every woman he comes across in a town like this. 
He makes us remember him like some dream you just can’t 
shake off...and then he goes back to the big city, leaving us 
here with our hopes of true romance in a town where we’ve 
already met every potential man available. It’s a cruel 
thought that this might be it...he might never cross paths 
with me again. I suddenly feel exhausted and miserable. 
I’ve got six more hours until my shift is up and every single 
second is going to be filled with thoughts of him. 


I finish up my shift and head out into the cold, hoping the 
freezing weather might sober up my thoughts of romance 
and sex. I haven’t stopped thinking about Henry all day. 
Each time the door opened, I’d look up in the hope that it 
was him returning to speak with me again. Every man that 
walked past the cafe had my attention as I craned my neck 
to see if it was him. But it never was. As I trudge home to 
my father’s house, I resign myself to the thought that the 
moment is over. I won’t see him again, he’ll have forgotten 
all about me by now. Some desperate part of me considers 
taking out his business card and calling him, but what 
would I say? I can’t exactly ask him out...and I’m certainly 
not going to play the damsel in distress again just to get his 
attention. I have more pride than that even if I’m desperate 
for him, I have to try and forget that he even exists. 


The house is warm when I arrive. I hang my jacket and 
scarf just as my father walks through to meet me at the 
door. 


“Ah, Imogen, you’re home. I forgot to mention to you this 
morning, but we’ve got a guest for a few days.” 


I frown. “We do?” 


“Yes, I invited my old college roommate to stay with us 
while he’s in town. He’s here on some business and I 
thought it would be nice for us to catch up on old times. 
Come through and say hello.” 


I have no interest in meeting Dad’s boring old friend from 
college, but I do as he asks out of politeness. I walk through 
to the living room, fixing a smile on my face to get the 
pleasantries over with. But when I see the man who is 
waiting for me on our couch, my heart plummets straight to 
my stomach. 


“Imogen, I’d like you to meet Henry!” 


CHAPTER TWO 


I can barely believe my eyes. The beautiful woman I met at 
the cafe is standing right in front of me in my old friend’s 
house. I feel anger coursing through my veins at the 
thought that she might be taken...and by the man who I’m 
meant to be staying with. 


I was foolish to think she wouldn’t be taken. Of course a 
beautiful young woman like her already has a man...but why 
does it have to be him? Oscar has been my friend for so 
long that it seems impossible that I could be this angry at 
him but if he’s stolen my chance at being with the only 
woman I’ve ever wanted then I don’t think our friendship 
will ever recover. 


“T’ve been telling Imogen all about you for years, Henry. 
She loves hearing about all our old antics, don’t you 
honey?” 


“Dad, come on.” 


I blink. Dad? It suddenly clicks. Imogen isn’t Oscar’s 
wife...how could I have been so stupid? I was invited to 


Henry’s wedding over twenty years ago and wasn’t able to 
attend because of a work venture, but I knew his wife’s 
name wasn’t Imogen. She was probably only a child at the 
time. And maybe he even mentioned his daughter’s name 
once. I feel as though I could sink through the floor at my 
idiocy. I let my obsession with Imogen overcome my sense. 


I’ve been thinking about her all day long. Even when I was 
in my meeting about setting up a new store in town, she 
was at the forefront of my mind. I know that it’s probably 
silly to get obsessed with her...she’s so much younger than 
me...and now that I know who her father is, it seems out of 
the question. He’d be angrier about me being with his 
daughter than with his own wife. 


But I can’t help it. Even as she stands before me, her hair 
damp from the snow and still wearing her work clothes, she 
looks incredible. I want to sweep her up into my arms and 
kiss her. I want to take her upstairs and find somewhere we 
can be alone without her father. I was excited to see him 
before I arrived, but now that I know he’s going to get in 
the way of what I want, I wish he’d just go away. 


“It’s nice to meet you, Imogen,” I say politely, holding back 
my urge to let the animal inside me out and fuck her right 
here and now. “Although actually, we already became 
acquainted earlier today at the cafe.” 


“Oh, that’s great! I’ve been so excited to introduce you to 
my daughter,” Oscar says merrily. “After all, it’s been twenty 
years since we managed to link up properly, you’ve always 
been so busy with work.” 


“Tt’s good to finally do this,” I agree, but my eyes are firmly 
trained on Imogen. Right now, she’s the one thing I’m here 
for. Not for business, not for Oscar, and certainly not for 
anything else that might come up. I feel as though I’ve 
finally found the person I’ve been searching for my entire 


life...and now I can’t afford to let her go again. Even if it 
means making Oscar angry at me, I’ve got to have her. 


“Would you like a drink? Some whiskey perhaps?” Oscar 
offers. I grit my teeth. I wish he wasn’t being such a damn 
good host. He’s been accommodating of me since I arrived, 
but it’s making it so much harder to hate him for keeping 
me apart from his daughter. Still, a drink would be good 
right now. It might help me process the crazy events of the 
day. 


“Whiskey would be great.” 


He turns to Imogen with a warm fatherly smile. It’s easy to 
see how much he dotes on his only daughter from the light 
in his eyes. This is going to be impossible. “Darling? Can I 
get you anything? A glass of wine, perhaps? You can keep 
Henry busy while I’m getting the drinks.” 


I can think of a million ways that she could keep me busy 
right now. She’s so tantalizing. I wish she’d just straddle me 
right this second and kiss me hard. I want to feel her curves 
in my hands and her breasts pressed against me. I want 
desperately to toss her down and take her long and hard 
right here, right now. I can feel my cock rising in my pants 
painfully. 


“Wine would be great, Dad. Thanks.” 


Henry finally leaves the room and there’s a moment of 
silence between me and Imogen. She twiddles with her 
hair, looking a little nervous. She seemed fine when she 
came into the room, but she’s become all shy since she 
realized I was here. It’s endearing, but I don’t want her to 
be scared of me. I pat the space beside me, hoping she’ll sit 
as Close to me as humanly possible. 


“I hope the rest of your work day was...less eventful,” I 
growl. Now that her father is out of the room, my voice has 
lowered and my possessive side is urging to come out again. 
I put a hand on her thigh as soon as she sits and she gasps, 
but she looks pleased. As I hoped, she’s sat close to me, her 
leg pressed up against mine. 


“It was Okay...1 wanted to say thank you again....you really 
saved me back there. And I would’ve loved to have gone to 
dinner with you...” She looks over her shoulder anxiously 
and I know she’s terrified of her father finding out about 
the date that was almost arranged between us. But the 
chemistry between us is undeniable. When he sees us 
together, he’s going to notice for sure. He’s a smart man 
and he knows us both so well. It’s going to be impossible to 
hide the bond that she and I have formed so quickly. 


“Dinner might still happen,” I say. “Let’s just see where the 
night takes us, shall we?” 


She looks into my eyes and I can feel my dick pressing 
harder against my pants, straining to get out. Right now I 
can’t stop imagining what it would feel like to be inside her 
tight, wet pussy. It’s distracting to say the least. It’s like I’ve 
got tunnel vision and she’s the only thing I can see. My 
hand moves further up her leg and she moans in delight. It 
would be so easy to slip my hand between her legs right 
now and pleasure her. The thought is almost too erotic to 
handle. But I’ve got to be good. I don’t want to get myself 
kicked out when I’ve only just arrived. I need a few days to 
explore this...to make sure it’s everything I think it could 
be...just as long as I avoid Oscar finding out then this is 
going to go perfectly. 


This is going to be a more exciting trip than I anticipated... 


Imogen 


His touch on my skin is electric. As he moves his hand up 
and down my thigh, I wish I had the confidence to lean in 
and kiss him. Now that I know who he is, it seems that 
getting this close with him is an even more terrible idea. I 
could get myself in real trouble by exploring this with 
Henry. 


But I can’t help myself. One look into his dark eyes has my 
thoughts going wild. One whiff of his aftershave and his 
masculine scent has me weak in the knees. One brush of his 
skin on mine makes me want to undress him physically 
instead of just with my eyes. The connection between us is 
like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. 


And yet I know he’s off limits. The only man I’ve ever lusted 
after is my father’s old college roommate. How did I get so 
unlucky? Why does he have to be the man that makes my 
heart skip a beat? 


I could probably find someone my own age. I could probably 
settle with a nice guy from town and be done with it. But I 
know right this second that no one will ever make my heart 
flutter like this again. Henry is the one. He looks deep into 
my eyes and without even speaking, I know there’s 
something insanely wild and untamed between us that I 
want to explore. It’s sexual and romantic at the same time. 
The look in his eyes tells me that he wants to get to know 
me...both body and soul. 


Am I being ridiculous? Am I seeing what I want to see? I 
must be...a man as handsome and charming as him would 
never want to settle down with someone like me. As far as 
he can see, I’m just an average girl working a job as a 
waitress. Sure, I’m keeping this job to put me through 
college, but on the surface, he can just see me as someone 
who would easily get lost in a crowd. 


And when it comes down to it, I’m nothing. I’ve heard 
things about Henry from my father. He’s a successful 
businessman and he’s got houses in three different states. 
He lives a life of luxury and probably has a new woman 
every day of the week. He doesn’t need or want someone 
like me dragging him down, trying to get him to settle while 
he’s chasing a life of excitement. I feel my heart sink, 
wondering if this is all just a game to him. I want him, but 
not like this. Not if I don’t mean anything to him... 


My father suddenly returns with our drinks and Henry 
coolly removes his hand from my leg. It’s almost as though 
he’s done something this dangerous before. Maybe he likes 
the thrill of possibly getting caught, but as my heart flails, I 
know I’d do anything to keep my father from finding out 
about my feelings for his friend. He’d never accept this as 
something real, even if Henry does prove that I’m not just 
some plaything for him to us both. He hands me my glass of 
wine and I take a long sip from it. I’m starting to dread this 
evening now. 


“So, Henry, what do you think of the town? Pretty nice, 
huh?” my father says with an innocent grin. He’s always so 
desperate to see the best in everyone which is probably the 
only reason he’s not noticed that something is amiss here. 
Or maybe it’s only me that feels like the tension in the room 
has reached a new height. “If you do set up shop here you'll 
be able to visit more often, won’t that be nice, Imogen?” 


I clear my throat, blushing. “Um, yeah. That would be 
great.” 


“Td like that a lot,” Henry growls, his eyes on me rather 
than on my father. Why is he making this so damn hard? He 
must be able to tell how incredibly attracted I am to him. 
Why does he have to look at me like that, sending my heart 
into overdrive, making me blush, making me want 


everything he has to offer me? I hang my head, trying to 
avoid his gaze and hoping my father will pass my behavior 
off as shyness. Henry is going to get me in so much 
trouble...so why is he still making me wet between my legs? 
Why is he making me want to do things to him that I’ve 
never had a desire to do to anybody? 


“Its a great town,” Henry continues, sipping his whiskey. 
He looks so damn good with a drink in his hand and his 
fancy suit. “It’s got a lot of charm. I’m so used to being in 
the big city...it’s a nice change. And it seems like the people 
here are worth sticking around for.” 


My father continues to chat conversationally, but Henry’s 
last comment has got me frozen in thought. Is he hinting 
that he’d stick around for me? Or am I reading too much 
into an innocent comment? 


No, I don’t think so...nothing about Henry so far has been 
innocent. He’s been so flirtatious with me since we met that 
it’s hard to imagine him being anything else. Plus, he keeps 
looking my way as though he’s waiting for my reaction. 


And I’m waiting on his reactions too. Every time I glance his 
way, I’m waiting for a hint that he’s as riled up as I am. 
Every time he shifts his position, I’m hoping his leg will 
brush against mine again. When he speaks, I wait for him to 
say what he’s really thinking...I want him to tell me out loud 
that he wants me. 


It’s been such a rollercoaster of a day. This morning, I had 
no idea that Henry would show up and change my life 
forever. Plus, the creepy man in the cafe feels like he was 
part of a dream sequence. On any other day, the incident 
this morning would’ve rattled me, but  Henry’s 
protectiveness has made me feel so safe, as though he’s 
physically wrapped me up in his arms and made sure I’m 
okay. And I want so desperately for him to do just that. 


I take a deep breath and try to compose myself. If he’s 
going to be staying with us then I really need to get a grip. I 
can’t just spend the next week fawning over a man who can 
never really be mine. But it’s easier said than done to get 
him out of my mind. It’s like he’s injected himself into my 
bloodstream and made his way straight to my beating 
heart. He’s a part of me now, and I can’t see any way to rid 
myself of his influence. 


As my father’s talking, Henry catches my eye one more 
time. My heart drops to my stomach. It feels like standing 
outside a store window and realizing you can’t afford the 
beautiful dress in the window. You think about the dress for 
a long time after, but there’s always a constant reminder 
that you weren’t worthy of the thing you wanted most. 


I guess I’ll just have to accept that Henry can never really 
be mine. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


I drank a lot of whiskey last night which is usually enough to 
help me off to sleep. I’ve never been the best at getting to 
sleep at night, usually staying up late to work on my 
business ventures. 


But last night was different territory for me. It was the first 
night of my life where I was kept awake by thoughts of a 
woman. I could barely even consider sleep when I knew 
that Imogen was under the same roof as me. I wondered if 
she was lying awake thinking of me too. Was she wet 
between her legs at the thought of me sneaking into her 
room and taking her hard? The thought had certainly kept 
me awake for a long time last night and my cock has been 
hard ever since. 


Today I don’t have much to do which is worse in a way. If I 
had something to distract me then maybe it would be easier 
to keep my distance from Imogen. But when I head 
downstairs and find her making breakfast for her father, 
she takes my breath away. 


She looks even better this morning. Her hair is damp from 
the shower and falls in blonde tendrils around her 
shoulders. She looks like she hasn’t slept well either, but 
the tight jeans and baggy sweater that she’s wearing are 
sexy as hell. It wouldn’t look as good on anyone else, but 
she carries it so well, enticing me even further. She turns 
and sees me waiting in the doorway. 


“Would you like some breakfast? I’m making eggs,” she says 
sweetly. I smile back at her, trying to ignore the stirring in 
my pants. 


“That would be great.” 


“She’s an angel, my little girl,” Oscar says fondly, looking 
over his shoulder at his daughter cooking his breakfast. 
“Its her day off today, but she always offers to make me 
breakfast, even on days when she’s working.” 


Imogen blushes. “I’m sure Henry doesn’t care about that.” 


I smirk. “I think that’s very sweet, Imogen. You take good 
care of your Dad, clearly.” 


“Someone has to,” Oscar says brightly. “Her mother isn’t 
home much because of work so it’s just the two of us...and 
I’d be pretty hopeless without my Imogen. I don’t know how 
I’ll cope when she goes off and leaves me.” 


“You always were a little useless in college,” I say jokingly, 
but my heart isn’t in it. I’m still irritated at Oscar’s presence 
in this equation. Of course, without him I might never have 
met Imogen. I only thought about expanding my business 
here because of Oscar’s recommendation for his little skiing 
town. But now that I know he’s bound to stand in my way, 
he feels more like a foe than a friend. 


“You'll have to get used to it, Dad. I’m not going to stay here 
forever,” Imogen says softly. I can’t help feeling a little sorry 


for her. It’s so clear that she’s got bigger and better dreams 
than staying in this tiny town forever waiting on the same 
customers every day. Maybe today I’ll get a chance to find 
out what those dreams are. 


“I’m afraid I’ll have to leave you today,” Oscar tells me as I 
sit down at the breakfast table. “I’ve got to head into work 
for the day but Imogen has assured me that she’ll keep you 
entertained.” 


“I can show you around the town if you’d like,” she says 
shyly as she’s dishing out breakfast. “Dad says you’re 
interested in opening a store here. I can show you the ski 
slopes. I guess that counts as market research, right?” 


I smile at her. The thought of spending all day with her is 
too good to resist. With Oscar out of the way I might 
actually get an opportunity to know her properly. Plus, we 
might find a few moments to sneak off and explore this 
chemistry we’re both feeling. 


“That sounds perfect, Imogen. I look forward to it,” I growl. 
Oscar looks at me strangely as though he’s finally caught on 
to the vibe between me and his daughter, but he soon looks 
away again. I know it’s not something he wants to believe is 
happening, so maybe he’ll ignore it for a while. Long 
enough for me to get my chance with Imogen. 


We all eat breakfast together. Imogen opts for the chair 
next to me instead of her father and I’m pretty sure she 
scooted her chair closer to mine deliberately. Oscar keeps a 
close eye on us, but he doesn’t say much, letting me and 
Imogen fill the meal with polite chatter. I don’t want to get 
onto the heavy subjects until I can put my focus entirely on 
her. It’ll be easier once Oscar isn’t keeping a constant eye 
on us, too. Already it’s becoming an obstacle, but there’s no 
way I’m giving up on this any time soon. I need her in my 


life and I’m not going to let Oscar’s presence stop me from 
getting what I want. 


It’s alright for him. He fell in love at a young age. He’s 
devoted to his wife and I know that one of the main things 
we have in common is our hopeless romanticism. Just like 
him, now that I’ve found the woman I want, I’ll never sway 
to anyone else. Hell, I’ve waited forty-two years for her to 
come along. They say you know when you know, and 
watching her as we eat breakfast, I’m already thinking 
about how to make her mine forever. I’m a determined man 
and I see no other option, but to never stop until I have her 
for good. 


So it’s a relief when Oscar stands up and announces that 
he’s heading out to work. I help Imogen with the dishes and 
then we prepare to head out together. Just like yesterday 
it’s bitterly cold and as we step out into the snow, I shudder. 


“Ts it always this cold?” 


Imogen smiles. “A lot of the time. But it’s perfect for skiing. 
The lodges at the top of the mountain are gorgeous, too. 
They have hot tubs, a club, and a spa...I’ve always wanted to 
go up there.” 


“Maybe you just need someone to take you,” I say. I’d take 
her there any day. I want to spoil my woman, to show her a 
good time outside of the bedroom as well as in it. I’ve 
always had more money than I need and aside from 
contributing to charity, there’s not much I can do with it. 
But hell, if Imogen is going to be mine, I’m going to make 
sure she’s spoiled rotten. A trip to a ski lodge would only be 
the start... 


She’s blushing at my comment, already shy again. I guess 
she’s not used to being flirted with or something, though it 
baffles me when she’s so damn attractive. How could any 


man resist telling her how amazing she is? I make a mental 
note to make sure I let her know just how much she’s 
worth. I want her to see herself the way I see her...as a 
beautiful, incredible woman. 


“So tell me more about you...your father mentioned you’re 
in college?” 


Imogen nods. “Yeah, I’ve been studying business and I’m 
almost done...it’s just been a little hard juggling it with 
working too, but I don’t mind. I like to keep busy...I guess if 
I ever have a business of my own nothing will change much. 
You need to be smart and savvy for business, but you’ve also 
got to be motivated and put in the hours. You’ve got to be 
willing to spend a lot of time alone too, I think. You might 
meet people through business deals and transactions, but 
outside of that, you can only truly rely on yourself 
professionally.” 


“You’re not wrong,” I murmur, thinking of my own lonely 
lifestyle. It has been a long time since I really connected 
with someone and I know it’s partly because of my work 
lifestyle. But that’s not why I’m falling hard and fast for 
Imogen. I meet plenty of women in my line of work. Plenty 
of them are considered attractive and have expressed an 
interest in me before. But I’m not looking for something 
meaningless. Many people assume I’m a playboy because of 
how I look and how I act sometimes. But in truth, there’s 
only ever going to be one woman for me. And looking at her 
right now, I’m certain it’s Imogen. 


“Well, if you’re studying business then maybe you should 
come with me to some of my appointments today,” I tell her. 
“You can get a sense of how it feels to run a business 
yourself. I’d be appreciative of the company, too.” 


Her eyes widen. “You’d trust me to come with you? Aren’t 
these appointments important?” 


“Yes, but I trust you to be an asset wherever I take you,” I 
say gruffly. “I get the sense that you’ve got what it takes to 
be successful in this field...and who knows...maybe we'll 
make a good team.” 


I notice immediately that she’s blushing, even though her 
cheeks were already reddened by the cold. It’s sweet how 
easily I can get her going, but at the same time, I hope she’s 
learning to be comfortable around me. I want her to relax 
so that we can really start having fun...and this day 
together is the perfect place to start. 


We take a walk around the town and she shows me the 
sights. We stop several times to admire the beauty of the 
mountains, watching as the ski lifts go up and down the 
slopes like clockwork. It’s easy to see how people fall in love 
with a place like this. With the snow topping the mountains 
it looks like something from a fairytale. I can tell that 
Imogen is watching me eagerly to see how I respond to 
everything she shows me. She wants me to be impressed, I 
realize. 


“Do you like it here?” I ask her as we’re walking towards 
the cafe where she works. She wants us to grab the coffee 
that we missed out on yesterday. She sighs. 


“I love it, but I don’t want to stay here forever...1 want to 
come back occasionally and feel nostalgic about the beauty 
of it all...I think I’ll appreciate it more the less I’m here. And 
obviously my Dad is here so I have a reason to visit...but one 
day I want to leave and go to the city. There’s just more 
opportunities out there for me, I think.” 


“You’re not wrong, there’s a whole world to explore. I’ve 
travelled all over the world and there’s so much more than 
just what your eye can see. I grew up in a small town too. 
Me and your Dad both said that after college we’d head out 


and see the world...but then he fell in love and decided to 
stay here, I guess.” 


Imogen sighs. “I guess he wasted his opportunity to get out, 
but he loves it here. Even though Mom goes away a lot...I 
think she feels the need to get out a lot more, but he still 
always wants to be here. Home is where the heart is, I 
suppose. But I’m very different from him in that respect. I 
want to get out of my comfort zone for once.” 


“Are you doing that today?” I growl. She looks up at me a 
little nervously, but I can see excitement in her eyes too. 


“I guess I am,” she whispers as we reach the cafe. I grin, 
holding the door for her and stepping inside. 


Imogen 


Stepping into my workplace feels warm and familiar, unlike 
spending time with Henry. I’ve spent all morning telling 
myself not to get attached, not to let him in, not to let him 
know how much he’s captured my attention...but it’s nearly 
impossible. On the walk here, I kept having to resist the 
urge to kiss him and have his lips warm mine. I’d even have 
settled for holding his hand or something. I just want to be 
closer to him. 


But I know what a bad idea that is. I said I wanted to step 
out of my comfort zone, but maybe he’s a step too far. Being 
around him is basically throwing caution to the wind 
entirely and that’s just not me. I like calculated risks...risks 
where the outcome can be positive and take me places. But 
if I give in to my feelings for him then there’s no way it can 
end well. My father would never allow it. He’d make me 
choose between the two of them and that’s an idea I can’t 
even entertain. 


Besides, I still don’t know where Henry’s head is at. It’s 
obvious to me that he’s interested in some form, but I don’t 
know how deep his affections can possibly run. After all, 
we’ve only just met. I’m the anomaly in this situation, falling 
way too hard and fast for it to be normal. But I guess that’s 
what love is...it’s illogical. It’s all-consuming...and it’s 
dangerous. 


Henry could still be the playboy I imagined him to be 
yesterday. He could still play with my heart and then leave 
me out in the cold. He might be exactly who he seems to be 
on surface level...a confident bachelor who leaves women 
high and dry all of the time. 


But somehow, I don’t think he is. I hope he’s more than 
that...I feel in my heart that he is. As he orders our coffee at 
the counter, he looks back to smile at me. That sexy smile is 
so sweet at the same time...he doesn’t look like he’s here to 
waste my time. But then again, I know nothing about men. 
He’s the only one I’ve ever even considered and now I have 
no idea how to respond to his actions. 


I guess IIl just have to go with the flow. 


He returns with my coffee a moment later and I shudder 
away the coldness in my bones, wrapping my hands around 
the mug to warm them. To my surprise, he wraps his own 
hands around mine too. 


“Here...my gloves kept my hands warm,” he says warmly. It 
feels like such a protective gesture that I find myself 
blushing once again. I never stop blushing when I’m around 
him, it seems. 


“Thank you,” I whisper. He smiles at me again before 
removing his hands. The second our skin isn’t touching 
anymore, I miss him. 


“So what’s on the agenda today?” I ask to try and distract 
myself from my thoughts of him. He checks his watch in a 
business-like manner. 


“Well, I’ve booked to take a look at an empty store that 
might be suitable for my business. It’s up near the slopes so 
the ski gear I sell will be in the perfect location. I've pretty 
much decided that Il take it, but I’d like to see it in person 
first. What do you think? Do you want to play as my 
business partner for the day?” 


I nod eagerly. And pairing where I’m dubbed as his partner 
is fine by me. He seems to notice my mood and smirks at 
me. 


“TIl take that as a definite yes, then. I think you’ll do great, 
Imogen. I’m looking forward to seeing you in action.” 


I blush again. It’s becoming a pretty common action for me. 
Before meeting him, I like to think I was good at keeping 
my cool, but now, everything is different. He’s given me a 
reason to not be so sure of myself anymore, with my head in 
the clouds. 


“Then I guess I’m looking forward to showing you what I’m 
made of,” I say. It’s a confident comment for me, at least. He 
smirks at it, taking a sip of his coffee. 


“That’s what I like to hear. You really are something, 
Imogen. You must be a real catch with the guys in town.” 


I blush. “I wouldn’t say that...I’ve never really gotten to 
know any of the men in town. But I guess I went to school 
with most of them...and they never really interested me.” 


Henry leans back in his seat, looking intrigued. “ Really?” 


“Well...I’ve always known that I wanted to be with a 
man...but I’ve been waiting for the right one to come along. 


I guess I’m really picky, none of the men here do anything 
for me. I think it’s slim pickings here in general, to be 
honest.” 


“I wouldn’t go that far,” Henry says smoothly. “I’ve met the 
sexiest woman I’ve ever laid eyes on here.” 


Now I’m definitely blushing. My cheeks are hot at the 
thought of him considering me sexy. His warm smile has my 
skin tingling and my heart racing. I can’t help wondering 
what the hell he sees in a woman like me...but the more we 
get to know each other, the keener he seems. Maybe I’m 
being naive believing that his flirting means anything...it 
could be completely innocent to him. Or at least it might be 
something he’s so familiar with that it comes to him 
naturally. But either way, I’m enjoying it. I like the way he’s 
looking at me like there’s no one else in the world for 
him...and if I’m going to be his then that’s exactly what I 
need from him. I don’t want him looking at anyone else. 


Maybe it’s too much to ask from someone I’ve only just 
met...especially given who he is and how I know him. But as 
I watch him sitting opposite me, sipping coffee, an easy 
smile on his face, I know I’m falling in love with this man. 


I think I’d do almost anything to make him mine. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


Imogen and I finish our coffees and head across town to see 
the building where I’m likely to be setting up shop. As we 
walk in comfortable silence, I consider the romanticism of 
this place. It’s easy to see why people fall in love in small 
towns surrounded by snow and quaint little stores. I never 
thought somewhere like this would be my kind of place, but 
with Imogen at my side, it feels perfect. Every now and 
then, she turns to smile at me, as though she’s checking 
that she still has my attention. Well, she does. She’s all I can 
think about. I’ve always been so focussed on business that it 
seems crazy that one day with her has shifted my focus so 
much. 


But I know that I’ve waited such a long time for a moment 
like this that I can’t afford to give it up. After all, it’s not 
every day you find yourself falling in love. This beautiful 
woman is everything I need and more. I know that trying to 
pursue her might be considered wrong...this is our very 
own forbidden romance. Her father would never give us his 
blessing. But at this point, I don’t even care. One day with 
her and I’m already so certain of everything I feel for her. I 


might have known Oscar for twenty years, but his daughter 
has captured my attention and it’s impossible to ignore the 
connection between us. Even if it means sacrificing my 
friendship with him, I have to explore this thing. 


“I think this is a perfect spot,” Imogen comments as we 
approach the store. We’re right at the base of the ski slopes 
and when we look up, the mountains loom over us. Sunlight 
is peaking out over the peak of the mountain and shedding 
Imogen in its morning glow. Her blue eyes sparkle like 
diamonds in the light. It makes me even more tempted to 
grab her and kiss her right here in the middle of town. But I 
hold back. I’m going to have to try and remain professional 
for this meeting. 


“T hope so. My sports gear is top quality, but I’m picky about 
where I set up shop,” I tell her. “I want somewhere where 
I’ll generate a lot of business...but I also want to do it 
somewhere that I’m likely to visit again. My stores take me 
all over the country...I don’t waste time in places that don’t 
interest me.” 


“So I guess you’ll be coming back here then, huh?” Imogen 
says with a smile. She’s finally gaining some confidence 
around me and I love it. The comment even seems a little 
flirtatious. I feel a growl forming in my throat. The more 
interest she expresses, the harder it is for me to ignore her. 
If she was giving me the cold shoulder then she’d be so 
much easier to resist...at least, that’s what I tell myself. In 
truth, I don’t think Il ever be able to resist this woman at 
all. 


I spot the real estate agent approaching and she greets me 
with a handshake. 


“You must be Henry,” she says, looking me up and down. I 
smile back, keeping it polite. I can tell by the way that she 
looks at me that she’s attracted to me. In fact, I often get 


women looking at me the way she’s looking at me now with 
hungry eyes. I glance at Imogen and give her a reassuring 
smile. This woman is conventionally attractive, I suppose, 
and I can see that Imogen feels a little uncomfortable 
around her. The woman flicks her auburn hair over her 
shoulder. 


“I knew it must be you right away, we don’t get many 
unfamiliar faces around town. It’d be nice to have a new 
investor around.” 


“Then I hope this property is right for me,” I tell her with a 
curt nod. I put a hand on Imogen’s back and encourage her 
forward, trying to ignore the electricity bouncing between 
us as we touch. “This is my associate, Imogen. She’ll be 
coming inside with us.” 


The real estate agent frowns. “Yeah...I’ve definitely seen 
you around before. You’re from town, right? How do you 
know one another, then?” 


I slide my hand down to Imogen’s waist. “Oh, I guess you 
could say we’ve got connections.” 


The estate agent clocks my arm around Imogen’s waist and 
blushes. I can tell she was hoping to flirt a little more 
indoors, but I have other plans entirely. This time alone with 
Imogen has made my cock rock hard and my heart race. 
Now, I want to see what happens when we get the 
opportunity to be alone for a little while. 


“Well, let’s head inside, shall we?” 


“Would you mind letting us look around on our own? I’m 
used to doing this kind of thing by now. I don’t feel I’ll need 
any guidance,” I tell the real estate agent. She purses her 
lips, but I can tell she’s still wanting to please me, so she 
nods. 


“That’s fine. lll wait out here...you can just let me know if 
you have any questions.” 


“Thank you,” I say as she unlocks the store for us. I step 
inside with my arm still around Imogen’s waist. 


As the door to the shop closes, Imogen giggles. “She was so 
disappointed that you didn’t want her here.” 


“T think she was more upset that I didn’t want her” I growl, 
turning Imogen to face me. “But I’ve got my eye on another 
woman.” 


Imogen gasps a little, looking up into my eyes. With my 
hands on her curvaceous waist, I’m certain I can’t be 
responsible for what I do next. She’s too damn irresistible. 
But I want to make sure we’re not going to be disturbed. 


“Come with me. The floor plans showed a stockroom at the 
back.” 


I pull her along with me, feeling like a giddy teenager as 
our hands lock together. As we enter the stockroom, my 
cock is standing at attention and my heart is racing. Every 
muscle in my body feels tense, anticipating the moment 
where I finally get what I want most. 


Imogen closes the stock room door behind her and looks up 
at me with innocent eyes. It’s more than I can take. I 
advance on her, backing her up against the door and 
pressing my body into hers. 


“T’ve got to have you,” I growl. She’s breathing hard, 
looking a mixture of excited and terrified. 


“So take me,” she whispers. I cup her face in my hands and 
lean in. 


I don’t need to be told twice. 


Imogen 


His lips on mine are hot and enticing. My body seems to 
have gone into autopilot. My arms wrap around his strong 
shoulders. My hips move forward to press myself against his 
hard on. I’ve never been kissed, but my lips follow his lead 
and it’s magical. I can barely breathe. It’s everything I 
wanted it to be and more. 


My mind is running wild. I know I shouldn’t be doing this. I 
know the consequences of this kiss could be disastrous. But 
right now, I can’t resist. And why should I? I’ve always 
wanted this...a man who I desire more than anything in the 
world kissing me like he means it. Just because no one else 
will approve, does that make it so wrong? It feels right...I 
can’t deny the way my body is reacting is making me feel 
better than I ever have before. My senses are heightened 
and my emotions are carrying me away, but I’m loving every 
second of it. 


I suddenly don’t care what people will think. What do their 
opinions matter, anyway? I’m going to put myself first for 
once. I moan against his lips and press myself closer to him. 
He growls in pleasure and his hand ventures to my breasts. 
He massages them through my sweater before sliding his 
hands underneath. His hands are a little cold on my skin, 
but it only adds to the thrill of the sensation. His fingers find 
my nipples and gently twist them, causing me to gasp so 
loud that it makes me grateful knowing there’s no one who 
can possibly hear me. 


“T want you so fucking much,” Henry growls as his lips part 
from mine for a moment and his lips find my neck. His 
tongue rolls over my skin, making me weak in the knees. 
I’ve never been so damn horny, but his touch is sending me 
into overdrive. 


“T want you too,” I whimper. He doesn’t seem to need any 
further encouragement. His hand drifts from my breasts, 
down my stomach and to the top of my jeans. I don’t even 
have time to feel self conscious as he unbuttons my jeans 
and slides his hand into my pants. I gasp. I already know 
how wet he’s got me, but feeling his fingers touching my 
sensitive parts for the first time, I feel like I’m even wetter 
than before. He growls. 


“Damn...you really do want me, don’t you?” he murmurs in 
my ear. I’m trembling under his touch. 


“So much...” 


“You’ve got me,” he growls as he begins to move his fingers 
slowly over my pussy. His fingers keep nudging my clit, 
driving me up another notch each time. I moan in delight, 
moving my hips to encourage him to keep going. He does as 
my body is demanding of him until his fingers are clearly 
slick with my juices. From his labored breathing, I can tell 
he’s finding the whole thing just as hot as I am. 


When his fingers slide inside me for the first time, I have a 
moment of fear. I’ve never been penetrated before and I’m 
half expecting it to hurt, but I only feel pure pleasure. I 
moan, pushing him deeper inside me and he yanks my jeans 
down to around my thighs to get a better rhythm going. His 
lips crash against mine as he pleasures me and I allow my 
eyes to close, enjoying the moment more than I thought was 
possible. He’s giving me everything I’ve ever desired. I can 
feel his hardness pressing against my leg as he moves 
closer to me. Knowing how much I’ve turned him on is so 
erotic that I feel my legs beginning to quiver. 


“You’re so damn beautiful,” he growls in my ear, nipping my 
earlobe with his teeth. “So fucking sexy...you’re everything.” 


His words are almost as sexy as his actions. I kiss him again, 
wishing this moment could last forever. Back here in the 
storeroom, no one knows what we’re up to, no one knows 
what we’re exploring. He takes me closer and closer to my 
orgasm, his fingers deep inside me as his thumb circles my 
clit. My eyes are open and wide. I’ve never felt pleasure like 
this, not even when exploring myself. Having him in the 
equation with me makes it even better. 


I cry out as he finally brings me to my first orgasm. I 
collapse against him, seeing stars as I ride the pleasure. I’m 
breathing hard, unable to contain my own pleasure. He 
growls in delight as he removes his fingers from inside me, 
and takes his fingers to his lips to taste me. 


“You taste so damn good,” he growls. “I want to eat your 
pussy.” 


I gasp at the thought. I thought it would be over now, or 
that I’d get to do something to him...but the possibility of his 
face between my legs is far too good to refuse. He’s about 
to get down on his knees in front of me when we hear 
something at the front of the shop. 


It’s the sound of the door closing. The real estate agent 
must’ve followed us inside. Henry groans, rolling his eyes. 


“To be continued,” he whispers to me with a cheeky smile. I 
pull my jeans back up, my cheeks flushed in shock and 
excitement. I’ve just finished getting redressed when the 
agent appears with a frown on her face. She stares at the 
two of us suspiciously. 


“You’ve been gone a while...I just thought I’d check on you 
and see if you’re alright,” she says stiffly. Henry casually 
slides his hands into his pockets with a smile that makes me 
melt inside, even as I’m still coming down from the high he 
just gave me. 


“I think I’ll take this place,” he says with a smirk. “It seems 
like it’ll bring me some good times.” 


I’m blushing as he begins to talk logistics with the real 
estate agent. I know that what we did was risky and 
crazy...especially for me. He could easily walk away from me 
now and it not mean a thing to him. I still don’t know 
exactly what’s going on in his head. But he’s here for a little 
while yet. I don’t plan to waste a single second of him being 
with me if it might help me capture his heart. 


I guess I need to wait and see how things will pan out... 


CHAP TER FIVE 


It’s been a crazy day. Not only have I signed a lease here in 
Imogen’s town, locking me down here at least semi- 
permanently, but I’ve also explored her body in the most 
intimate way. It felt so good to touch her, to know I had her 
body at my mercy, and to know she was feeling the same 
feelings that have been driving me wild since I met her. 


Now, we’re back at her house and her father is due home at 
any moment now. She’s making me a cup of tea and I’m 
doing my best to prevent myself from leaping on her again. 
Her ass looks so damn good in those jeans and I want to 
press my hard cock right up against her. I want to feel her 
grind on me right here in her kitchen. 


But I don’t know when I’ll get another opportunity to touch 
her. When Oscar returns, we’re going to have to pretend 
like nothing happened between us. Neither I or Imogen 
have mentioned him since what happened, but I know he’s 
on her mind too. She doesn’t want to hurt him, of course, 
which I can completely understand. She’s close with him 
and she sees our little spell as a betrayal of him. But I’m 


already growing tired of feeling like I’ve done something 
wrong by following my heart. Don’t I deserve happiness 
too? Doesn’t Imogen deserve to feel pleasured and looked 
after by a man? I could give her the world. I could show her 
a life of luxury and travel and expensive gifts...and that’s 
just on a monetary level. I’ve got so much love that I’ve 
been saving for the right woman...and now I know that 
woman is her. 


“You okay?” Imogen asks as she hands me a mug of tea. 
“You’ve gone really quiet.” 


I sigh. “Imogen, I want you to know that I don’t want this 
thing between us to go away...1 know there are 
complications, but what happened earlier...fuck, I want that 
all the time.” 


She looks shocked. “Henry...I don’t know what to say...” 


I discard the mug and caress her cheeks. “Just tell me 
what’s on your mind. If you don’t want me then I’ll walk 
away right now...but I’ve seen the look in your eyes when 
we’re together. I think you want this as much as me. I want 
you, Imogen. I want you.” 


We’re interrupted by the sound of a door opening for the 
second time today. I reluctantly allow my hands to fall to my 
sides, moving away from Imogen. I feel full of frustration 
and anger. How can I not when Oscar is the only thing truly 
keeping me and Imogen apart? And now, I don’t know when 
I might get to speak to her about this again. 


He enters the kitchen with a huge smile on his face, but I 
just want to punch him. I know it’s illogical, but I can’t help 
feeling like he’s ruining everything for me. He moves to kiss 
his daughter’s cheek and I see the guilt in her eyes as she 
greets him. I know it’s an impossible choice for her to 


pursue what she wants or to keep her father happy. But I 
need her like I need to breathe. I can’t just let her slip away. 


For tonight, I’ll just have to pretend that I don’t feel this 
way. I'll have to pretend that she means nothing to me, even 
though she’s everything. 


Oscar pulls off his gloves and shudders. “It’s freezing out 
there. I think we’ll be snowed in tonight. It’s due to snow a 
lot, so I guess that calls for whiskey, right?” He looks at me 
with a smile and I force myself to smile back. How can I be 
so angry at him? He’s my friend...I don’t want to resent him 
for this. 


But I fear it might be too late for that. 


Imogen 


I’m completely on edge as I sit with my father and Henry, 
sipping my wine in front of the roaring fire. I know that my 
Dad has no idea about what happened earlier today with 
Henry, and yet it feels as though we might be exposed at 
any moment. Especially when I can’t get Henry out of my 
head. 


It’s harder when he’s right in front of me. He’s there for the 
taking, and yet I can’t even look in his direction without 
feeling like I’m drawing too much attention towards us. I’m 
on dangerous territory so I just keep my gaze on my lap and 
let the men talk among themselves. 


But even between them, it’s strained. I can tell Henry is 
struggling with keeping things civil with my father. He 
knows what we did was a betrayal of my Dad too. If only we 
could explain to him what we’re feeling. Henry has told me 
that this is something more to him too...so why should it 
matter if we pursue it? It’s not like we’re indulging in a 


foolish one night stand. The feelings I have for Henry are 
strong and raw and real. 


But my father will never be able to understand that. 


Both of the men are a little drunk now. My Dad is telling 
stories from their college days, laughing at the antics they 
used to get up to. I keep wincing, half expecting to hear 
stories about Henry and his casual college hookups. I know 
all too well that most people of my own age are out sleeping 
with anything that moves, and maybe he was the same 
twenty years ago. The thought of him with anyone, but me 
is too painful to consider. 


But nothing comes up in my father’s stories. In fact, when 
my Dad lands a gentle playful punch on Henry’s shoulder, I 
get the feeling he’s about to tease him for the opposite. 


“You know, Henry...you could’ve been a complete ladies 
man,” he slurs. “Every girl on campus wanted you but I 
don’t think I ever knew you to bring a woman home with 
you. Hell, I never even saw you flirt with one. Is it because 
you just don’t know how to talk to a woman, huh?” 


He’s obviously joking, but I see Henry getting irritated at 
the comment. “I had no interest in picking up women just 
for the sake of it,” he growls. “I still don’t.” 


My father cocks his head. “So you’ve never been with 
anyone?” 


Henry glances in my direction. “Not yet.” 


I blush, sipping my wine to hide my expression. I don’t know 
if he’s trying to tell me he’s a virgin, but it just seems 
impossible. Today, he’s been turning women’s heads left, 
right and centre. I guess I can understand...I’ve never 
wanted anyone before him either but he’s had twenty more 
years to indulge in a one night stand or a causal 


relationship...or even just sex. If he’s never done this 
before, does that mean we’re both the same? Does it mean 
we’re both virgins experiencing our first attraction? 


“Damn.... had no idea,” my father comments. “Saving 
yourself for someone special, huh?” 


Henry grits his teeth. “I guess you could say that.” 


My father chuckles, leaning back in his chair. “That’s fair 
enough. Well, I’m half expecting Imogen to bring home 
some college guy for me to meet any day now, you’ve always 
been very private about those things haven’t you, darling? 
She won’t admit to having had a boyfriend or anything like 
that.” 


“T’ve never had one, that’s why. There’s nothing wrong with 
waiting...waiting for someone you can be sure about,” I 
murmur, but my father doesn’t appear to be listening. 


“Someday soon, I’m sure, I’ll be doing this kind of thing 
with your man,” he continues with a smile at me. “Sitting in 
front of the fire with him drinking whiskey, catching up...I 
can’t wait. I want someone really special for you, Imogen. 
Not just some nobody.” 


I can see the fury in Henry’s eyes now. I can see how much 
he wants to reveal what’s going on with me and him, but I 
also know that he won’t. He doesn’t want to give my father 
any excuse to keep him and me apart but it’s getting harder 
to hide. It’s only been a little over twenty-four hours and 
we're falling hard and fast. Or I am, at least. 


Henry stands up, looking furious. I’m not sure if he’s angry 
at my father or at himself for giving into this. I know how he 
feels. I’m so angry that I can’t have what I want that I could 
scream. He places his whiskey on the table. 


“I think IUl turn in for the night,” he says coldly. “Goodnight, 
Oscar.” His eyes catch mine and the fire in his gaze softens 
a little. “Goodnight, Imogen.” 


I melt as he says my name. I can’t stand the thought of him 
going to bed now without me. It just seems wrong. I’m a 
little tipsy and my confidence is at an all-time high. I barely 
notice when my father excuses himself to go to bed too. I’ve 
only got Henry on my mind. 


I finish my glass of wine and head upstairs, but I don’t go to 
my room. I sneak past my father’s bedroom, and head 
straight for the guest room and open the door without 
knocking. 


I find Henry pacing the room. He stops when he sees me 
and stares at me. 


“Pm not interested in any other man,” I tell him, titling my 
chin up. I don’t want to shy away from him anymore. “I 
don’t want my father getting to know any other guy as my 
boyfriend... want you, Henry. I know it might be dumb to 
want this, but I do. I want it.” 


He approaches me. I can see the tension in his muscles. 
“You’re meant to be mine,” he growls possessively. 


“Tam yours,” I say gently in return. 


He cups my cheek in his hand. “Imogen, I need you to 
know...this isn’t something that I do. Ever. You’re special 
and I don’t want to let you go. Baby...I love you.” 


CHAPTER SIX 


I can’t believe the words are leaving my mouth even as I say 
them. I love her. I know I do. But after so many years on my 
own, it seems crazy to be feeling this way. I’ve spent a long 
time believing I’d be on my own forever, unable to feel 
something strong enough to constitute as love. 


But now I know that’s not true. She makes me feel more 
than I’ve ever felt before. One look at her and I feel weak. I 
know I’d do anything for her. I know that she’s the one I 
want to spend the rest of my life with, no matter the cost. I 
might lose a lot if I stay with her, but the amount I’d lose if 
she ever left me is so much greater. 


She looks shell-shocked at my declaration. For a moment, 
I’m scared she might not feel the same way. But I’ve seen 
the way she looks at me. I’ve seen the sweet desire in her 
gaze. She might be innocent and young, but she knows 
what she wants...and I think I’m a part of that. 


“Henry...” 


“T’m sorry if you think it’s too soon, but I mean it. I can’t 
help it. I’m in love with you. 


“Henry...I love you too.” 


It’s a shock and a relief to hear her say it. It’s even more of 
a relief to see that she means it. She steps closer to me and 
her diamond eyes sparkle with love. I’m aroused beyond 
belief and I know exactly what needs to happen next. 


“Let’s finish what we started,” I growl as I take her in my 
arms. I kiss her hard, pressing my rock hard cock against 
her as we make out. The kiss feels even better knowing that 
we both love each other so much. My hands roam her body 
and her arms wrap around my neck. Our tongues meet and 
I groan in pleasure. I want to feel what it’s like to be inside 
her. I want to fuck her hard and deep. I want to come inside 
her and get her pregnant so I can finally prove that she’s 
mine and no one else’s. I lift her up and she’s light as a 
feather in my arms. She wraps her legs around my body 
and allows me to carry her over to the bed. 


I throw her down on the bed and she giggles. I waste no 
time at all in removing her pants. She strips herself of her 
shirt and I finally get to see her in all of her glory. I watch 
her intently as I undress. Her curves are to die for. I want to 
kiss every inch of her sexy body. But all in good time...first I 
want to do what I didn’t get to earlier. 


“T want to taste you properly,” I say, advancing on her. She 
gasps as I yank down her panties, leaving her only in her 
bra. I sink to my knees at the edge of the bed and pull her 
closer to me by her ankles. She smells so good that I can’t 
hold back any move. I move my face between her legs and 
slowly lick her pussy. 


She tastes incredible, just like I knew she would. She moans 
at my touch, moving even closer to me. I bury my tongue 


inside her, hoping to earn further moans of appreciation 
from her. I’m far from disappointed as she continues to 
make her own delight known. 


She grasps my hair, keeping me close to her. I lick her 
delicately, focussing on her clit as much as possible. I can 
feel her thighs trembling on either side of my face which I 
take as a good sign. Her moans are music to my ears. I 
know we run the risk of being caught, but right now, I 
couldn’t care less. All that matters to me is that she receives 
the best possible pleasure. I don’t want to miss the moment 
where she reaches her orgasm and releases her sweet 
juices all over my lips. 


“Henry...” she whispers desperately. “Oh, Henry.” 


I know she’s getting close from her moans. It’s so damn hot 
hearing her getting closer and closer to her orgasm. Her 
grip on my hair gets tighter. She gasps one last time. And 
then she bucks against my face, her sweet juices coating my 
lips. I continue to lap away at her pussy, wanting to keep 
tasting her. She relaxes a little, but as I keep going, I can 
feel her frustration continuing to grow. She needs more, 
she needs me inside her. She needs to know what it’s like to 
be taken by the man she loves. And as my cock throbs 
between my legs, I know there’s nothing I need more in the 
world. 


“I want to fuck you now,” I growl as I move toward her. “I 
want to have you in every position possible. I want to bury 
my cock deep inside you and feel how tight your pussy 
is...damn, I need you, Imogen.” 


Her eyes widen at the comment. “I want you too...there’s 
just something you need to know first.” 


I frown. “Whatever it is, it can wait.” 


“No, it can’t,” she whispers. “It’s something to do 
with...well, this.” 


I sit back, wanting to be respectful of her decision. If she 
doesn't want this, I don’t know what I'll do...if she’s going 
back on her decision, I’ll be crushed. But I want her to be 
happy so I brace myself for impact. 


“Okay, what is it?” 


She takes a deep breath. “I want this more than 
anything...but I have to tell you something that might 
change your mind...” 


I hold my breath as she chews her lip. 


“T’m...1’m still a virgin.” 


Imogen 


I feel as though my heart has stopped entirely. I wish I 
didn’t have to tell him, but I know it was the right thing to 
do. I can’t keep this kind of thing a secret from him. I know 
how much he cares about being with the right person, and 
telling him was the only way to be honest with him. 


But now that I’ve told him, I’m finding it impossible to 
gauge how he’s feeling about it. I chew my lip, wishing I 
could just pull him close once again and have him kiss me. I 
want him to not care at all about my history, or lack of it. 
But his face is fixed in a frown. I take a deep breath again 
but I can’t seem to calm my flailing heart. 


“Henry...I’m sorry I didn’t tell you earlier. But I thought you 
should know...I mean, I’ve been saving myself for someone 
special. I want it to be you. I want you to take my virginity.” 


He stares into my eyes with his own dark ones. I wait for 
him to say something. But instead, he simply leans in to kiss 
me. The kiss is long and sweet, different to the intensity of 
the ones we’ve shared before. It makes my heart melt. And 
when we pull apart, Henry’s irresistible smirk has returned. 


“That’s the hottest thing you could possibly tell me,” he 
growls. I blink in surprise. 


“For real?” 


“For real, you’re all I’ve ever wanted, Imogen. Knowing that 
you’re mine and only mine...damn. I can’t believe you’ve 
never been with a man before...but I want to be your first 
and your last.” 


“Me too,” I whisper. I’ve got butterflies in my stomach. I 
can’t believe how sweet this man I’ve fallen for is. 
Underneath his business suits and smirky smiles, he’s got a 
heart of gold...and he’s just given it to me. 


“T want you now,” he growls as he kisses my lips. He kisses 
all the way down my neck to my breasts and reaches 
around my back to unclip my bra. He pulls it away and 
closes his mouth around my nipple, sucking it gently. I moan 
in delight. 


“T want you to take me,” I whisper. “Please, baby. Please...” 


He moves over the top of me. I can’t help being a little 
intimidated by the sheer size of his cock, but I also know 
how good he’s going to feel when he’s deep inside my pussy. 
He makes eye contact with me as he presses close to my 
entrance. 


“Are you ready for me, baby?” he growls. In response, I 
open my legs wider for him. I’m so desperate for his touch 
that I’m trembling. I’ve forgotten all about the dangers of 
doing this with him. I’ve forgotten the possibility that he 


might not really be interested. I trust him now, with both my 
body and my soul. I know he’s mine...even if the world isn’t 
ready for us, I’m ready for him. 


“T’m ready.” 


He slowly pushes himself inside me. My eyes widen with 
shock. He’s so big that he fills me up entirely, but it’s a good 
feeling. It doesn’t hurt one bit. He moves in and out of me 
gently at first, but when he sees that I’m comfortable with 
him, he begins to move faster. Each thrust inside me gains 
another moan from my lips, and I can tell he’s loving it. He 
loves knowing the effect he has on me. He loves knowing 
he’s the only man on Earth who could make me tremble like 
his. He’s the one guy whose name I’d whisper in my most 
intimate moments. He’s mine and I’m his...and this feels like 
magic. 


He plunges deeper inside me, leaning in to kiss my lips as 
we make love. His lips explore my cheeks, my neck, my 
chest...each kiss feels like he’s setting my skin alight with 
pleasure. And as we continue, both of us sweating and 
panting hard, it begins to feel more erotic. The tenderness 
of earlier has been replaced with pure passion, and it’s not 
something I’m opposed to at all. I liked the sweetness of 
earlier, but now that we’re getting into it, I want to be 
fucked. 


“Stop,” I tell him breathlessly. He slows to a stop, looking 
anxious suddenly. 


“What’s wrong?” 


“I want...1 want you to take me from behind,” I say. I’ve 
never been a demanding person, but right now, filled with 
confidence, I want to try something else. A smirk plays on 
his lips. 


“You’re sure?” 


“T need it,” I tell him. I push him back and get on my hands 
and knees on his bed, feeling my heart racing in my chest. I 
feel him grab my hips and he grinds his cock up and down 
my pussy. 


“God you look too good from this angle,” he says, lightly 
spanking my ass. I groan. I never expected to like being 
spanked, but the light tingle he’s left behind on my skin is 
tantalizing. And then when he pushes back inside me, I feel 
a new level of pleasure once again. 


The new angle has him moving deeper inside me than I 
thought possible. I moan loudly, forgetting to care that my 
father is in the same house and might hear. Henry slaps my 
ass again before grabbing my hips and driving himself deep 
inside me again. I lean downward, angling my ass up 
toward him and giving into the pleasure he’s giving me so 
willingly. He grunts and I know that being inside me is 
driving him wild. It feels good knowing I’m the reason for 
his pleasure. 


“God, Imogen. You’re going to make me come.” 


I back my ass up against him, driving him deeper inside me 
once again. He groans, panting as he fucks me hard. I can 
feel my own orgasm building. I’m almost at the top when he 
slaps my ass once again and it sends me tumbling over the 
edge. I cry out and he comes inside me with a growl. He 
remains inside me as we ride our highs with deep panting 
breaths. I can barely believe this has just happened, but it 
feels so good that I don’t want it to be over. 


Still, as he pulls out of me, I feel exhaustion overwhelming 
me. Still a little tipsy from the wine earlier I want nothing 
more than to sleep in Henry’s arms now. More sex can 
wait...so much pleasure needs to be spread out. 


He lies down on the bed and pulls me into his arms. 
Knowing he’s comes deep inside me makes me realize that 
everything has changed. I’ve got a man. I might have his 
baby inside me now. I’m in love...and the world is my oyster. 


Just as long as my father never knows... 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


Last night I got the best night’s sleep of my life. With 
Imogen wrapped up in my arms, it was almost impossible to 
keep my eyes open after we made love. But now, as I wake 
this morning, I feel more alive than I have in a very long 
time. 


Her cheek is pressed against my chest breathing softly as 
she sleeps. She looks beautiful in the mornings...with her 
blonde hair splayed over my chest, I feel an overwhelming 
sense of peace. 


I’ve never woken up with a woman before. I’ve never been 
loved by one before either. I’ve never touched a woman the 
way I touched Imogen last night. But now that I’ve had a 
taste of what it can be like, I never want to let it go. 


I watch her sleep, feeling my chest tighten a little. I don’t 
know where to go from here. I stroke her hair as she stirs a 
little, still asleep. She’s so much younger than me that I can 
already see all the ways in which our lives are totally 


different. She is meant to be out partying, having fun, 
letting loose as a young woman. Maybe she is, usually. 


But my life is very different. I’ve been set in my ways for 
years. I’ve devoted my entire life to my work. I don’t stay in 
the same place much. I have properties all over and there 
has never been much reason for me to settle down properly. 
But seeing Imogen in this way is making me want to give all 
my time and energy to her...to this. I want to have a family 
with her. I want to live somewhere where we can have a big 
garden and watch our kids grow up. I want to be 
somewhere warm where we can feel the sun on our skin 
and bask in the life we have together. 


But it feels impossible. She’s got her studies to finish. She 
has her father to consider. We’re not two people that would 
typically be placed together...but somehow, it makes me 
want her more. I want to know that despite our differences, 
we can make this crazy situation work. 


I wonder if she can sense my anxiety because she wakes up 
after a few moments and smiles at me sleepily, looking up at 
me with her dreamy eyes. 


“What are you thinking about, baby?” she asks me 
innocently. I sigh. 


“Just what’s coming next for me and you...hopefully 
something good.” 


She reaches out and touches my cheek. “Of course it’ll be 
good. Why wouldn’t it be?” 


“Tt’s just...well, it feels like there’s a lot standing in our way. 
Your father...” 


She puts her finger to my lips. “Sh...don’t think about him 
for now...think about me.” 


She leans in and kisses me and I know I shouldn’t give in to 
this, but I can’t help it. She’s irresistible. I pull her in close 
to me and she straddles me, grinding her naked body 
against my already erect cock. I don’t know how she 
manages to turn me on so damn easily, but I love it. 


“Do you want me?” she whispers as sinks down onto my 
cock and I groan in delight. 


“So much...” 


But as she’s beginning to move on top of me, I hear 
footsteps in the hall. They’re coming our way. In shock, I 
stop her and push her off me. 


“What’s wrong?” she asks, looking shocked, but her 
question is answered when the door to the room flies open. 


Oscar is standing in the doorway... 


Imogen 


I can barely believe my father has just walked into the 
room. A moment ago I was trying to initiate sex with Henry, 
and now I’m faced with my Dad, shell-shocked at seeing me 
in bed with his best friend. How am I going to get myself 
out of this one? 


“Dad...I can explain...” 


“T really doubt you can,” my father snarls. “What the hell 
are you doing in here? Henry, I can’t believe you’d do 
this...” 


Henry pulls on his pants quickly so that he can face up to 
my father. “You haven’t given us any chance to explain. You 
have to listen to us, at least.” 


“T don’t have to do anything,” Dad snarls. I can see that he’s 
more furious than he’s ever been before, which is saying a 
lot considering he’s a very mild mannered man. “You 
shouldn’t ever have laid a hand on my daughter. It’s sick! 
We’ve known each other for longer than she’s even been 
alive...how can you even think about sleeping with her? 
And...and my daughter of all people.” 


“T don’t think you understand...this isn’t casual...we’ve 
fallen in love.” 


“Fallen in Jove? Are you insane?” 


“No, I’m not. You remember how it was when you met your 
wife, right?” Henry says, trying to reason with him. “When 
you know, you know. I can’t ignore these feelings, Oscar. I’m 
sorry if you don’t like it, but this isn’t about you.” 


“She’s my daughter,” my father snarls, stepping forward his 
fists balled and I see Henry going into defensive mode. 


“You really don’t want to do that, Oscar.” 


My father takes a swing at Henry and I scream. He misses 
because Henry dodges, but he soon tries again. This time, 
Henry stops him by slamming him against the wall. 


“Stop,” Henry growls. “Let’s talk about this like men. I don’t 
want to hurt you.” 


“And I don’t want you sleeping with my daughter but you 
did it anyway,” my Dad snarls. “You’ve hurt me already, 
Henry. I thought we were friends.” 


“This doesn’t have to come between us...if you ask your 
daughter what it is that she wants, I think you'll find she 
wants me. Why can’t you just accept that this isn’t some 
crazy stint we’re trying to pull.” 


“Daddy...I love him. I really do,” I tell my father, tears filling 
my eyes. “Please don’t try and change my mind...I want to 
marry him someday. I want to have his children...” 


“You’re insane! You barely know him!” 


“You fell in love with Mom at first sight. Why are you telling 
me that I can’t feel the same?” 


“You can...just not with a man twice your age! Have some 
sense, darling. You’re meant to be the smart one in the 
family, are you trying to ruin your future?” 


“No, Dad,” I tell him firmly. “I’m trying to build it. I want to 
be with Henry. If you don’t like it, fine. But this is 
happening. You don’t get to choose how I live my life 
anymore. I’m not a child.” 


“Then stop acting like one! Think about it for a moment. 
How can this man possibly make you happy?” my father 
spits out. Henry still has him pinned to the wall with a tired 
expression on his face. 


“Imogen...your father isn’t going to listen to you. He needs 
time to process this.” 


“Don’t tell me what I need,” my father snarls. “What I need 
is for you to leave and never come back. After what you’ve 
done, I can never trust you again. You need to go.” 


I gasp. “ Daddy, no!” 
“Stay out of this, Imogen. I’ll deal with you later.” 


“If you send him away, lIl leave too,” I cry. “I’m not letting 
you send him away without even hearing what we have to 
Say.” 


“Tve heard more than enough and I’ve made up my mind. 
You need to make up yours too, Imogen. If you leave with 


him, don’t even bother coming back.” 


I’m so stung by the comment that I take a few steps back. I 
know he can’t possibly mean it...he’d never cast me out. I’m 
his only daughter. 


But the look in his eyes makes me feel like maybe I don’t 
really know him at all. He looks so angry that I can’t 
decipher if he means it now in the moment or if he means it 
for real. But either way, he’s given me an ultimatum I can’t 
even begin to consider. 


“Please, Dad...reconsider. You can’t send him away, not now 
anyway...there’s a snowstorm out there.” 


“T couldn't care less. And I guess if you love him so damn 
much, you'll go out there with him, won’t you?” 


I can feel hot tears streaming down my cheeks even as 
anger rises within me. How dare he make me choose like 
this? How dare he try and decide how I live my life? I press 
my lips together, refusing to cry in front of him. If I do then 
he wins. 


“T guess I will,” I say quietly. “Henry...let’s go.” 


Henry looks surprised. The anger on his face disappears as 
he watches me. “Imogen, you can stay if you want. IIl be 
okay.” 


“No. He’s making me choose...and I choose you. You’d never 
ask me to do this,” I say, my voice wobbling. “I meant what I 
said about wanting you forever. That was a promise. And I 
never break my promises. We'll find somewhere to stay for 
today.” 


Henry nods and unpins my father. My father seems so 
shocked that he can’t even say a word. I pull on some pants 
to cover myself, knowing I can’t exactly go out in just a 


shirt. I know that I should pack, I might not be coming back 
here again. But I can’t even comprehend packing up to 
leave my father behind. It seems so wrong. But then again, 
this is his fault. He made me do this. And if this is what he 
really wants then this is what he’ll get. 


Henry and I leave hand in hand. When we open the front 
door with just the clothes on our back, I see that the storm 
is even worse than I feared. His car is practically buried by 
snow. I turn to him, my teeth already beginning to chatter. 


“What are we going to do? We can’t stay here.” 


He doesn’t say a word, but he puts his arms around me. 
Then, he scoops me up in his strong arms, holding me close 
to him. Without bothering to close the door behind us, he 
begins to carry me through the snow. I bury my face in his 
chest, holding back tears. It's so cold that they’d probably 
freeze out here. But Henry carries me with him through the 
snow with ease, his strong arms making me feel better even 
though my heart is broken. I feel safe even as the cold wind 
beats at my face and the snow flurries threaten to freeze 
us. With him holding me, I feel like everything is going to be 
okay. 


It takes us a long time to walk to the local hotel, and when 
we arrive, we’re drenched, but Henry doesn’t complain one 
bit. He sets me down on my feet once we’re in the lobby, but 
his arm immediately snakes around my waist and holds me 
close to keep me warm. He checks us into the most 
expensive room possible and then he takes me upstairs, 
keeping me right by his side the whole time. 


When we get back to the room, he helps me out of my wet 
clothes and puts me in one of the hotel’s robes. He tucks me 
up in the bed and makes me hot coffee. Then he sits beside 
me and allows me to cry on his shoulder. I knew it would go 
badly if my father found out about Henry, but this is the 


worst case scenario possible. I never expected to lose my 
father. What will he tell my Mom? What will I do if both of 
my parents shun me forever just because of who I love? 


“It’s going to be okay,” he tells me, kissing my forehead. “rU 
look after you. I’ll take you with me wherever I go...I’ll make 
a life for us. You won’t ever have to worry about a thing. You 
can be my partner in business and it’ll all be okay.” 


I sniff. “I made the right choice. I could never leave you, 
Henry.” 


“You don’t have to, baby. And I’m never going to leave you. 
I’m so sorry it’s turned out this way, but you’re going to be 
fine. We are going to have the most wonderful life 
together.” 


“Really?” 


He strokes my cheek. “Yes, really. I’m going to keep you by 
my side forever. I’ll wipe your tears when you cry...but I’m 
always going to make sure you can find a reason to smile 
again. I want to have babies with you. I want to choose a 
perfect place for us to live in luxury. I want to marry you 
too...and sooner rather than later.” 


I can feel my heart rate increasing. He gazes into my eyes 
and I know what he wants to ask me. He reaches into his 
damp jacket pocket. 


“T’ve been carrying a ring around with me for the past 
twenty years. I bought it after my business first became a 
success. I knew that the woman I would eventually fall in 
love with would be perfect for this ring...and she’d be the 
only one worthy of it.” I gasp as he shows me the most 
beautiful ring I’ve ever seen. It’s studded with hundreds of 
diamonds and must have cost him a fortune. He smiles at 
me, his cocky demeanor gone now. 


“It matches your beautiful eyes, you’re my diamond 
baby...and I want to make things official. Will you do me the 
honor of becoming my wife?” 


I gasp. I can barely believe he wants to marry me. This 
week has been such a whirlwind that I’m still convinced this 
is a dream. But if it’s a dream I never plan to wake up. My 
face breaks into a smile. 


“Of course I will.” 


He can’t stop smiling as he slides the ring onto my finger. It 
fits perfectly. I guess it really was made for me. 


I lean in and kiss him. The kiss feels magical, just like our 
entire relationship has. Things might not have gone to plan, 
but from this day forward, it’s me and him against the 
world. Our kiss deepens and I know we’re about to make 
love that’s just as incredible as it was last night. I push my 
father out of my mind. If he can’t accept a love this real, 
then I feel sorry for him. I have everything I could ever 
need in Henry. 


And I’m never going to regret choosing him. 


CHAP TER EIGHT 


THREE WEEKS LATER 


I never thought I’d have an engagement party. I guess I’d 
given up entirely on the idea of getting married. But now, as 
all our guests applaud as Imogen and I enter the party, I’m 
absolutely beaming. I wanted a small affair, but looking 
around and seeing all my friends from far and wide showing 
up to celebrate me and Imogen, I feel extremely lucky. I can 
see on their faces that our pairing seems a little odd to 
them, but unlike Imogen’s parents, they’ve chosen not to 
comment on it or make a big deal. 


We sent them both an invite, but I knew the second I 
entered the room that they wouldn’t be here for the party. 
We’re in New York staying in my penthouse apartment for 
the time being, and I guess it’s a long way for them to come, 
but Imogen ensured they’d both be free for this date. She 
even sent their plane tickets out to them two days ago, 
courtesy of me. I wanted to make sure they couldn’t use 
money as an excuse not to be here. But they didn’t even 
make an excuse. They just haven’t showed up at all. 


I can see Imogen looking around for them both with hope in 
her eyes. Even though everyone else she cares about is 
here, I know it’s not the same. She wants her parents here 
to prove that they accept and love her regardless of her 
choice. But seeing their absence must be breaking her 
heart. I see her shoulder sag and put my arms around her. 


“There’s still time...they might show up,” I whisper in her 
ear. She shakes her head, resigned. 


“No...I1 don’t think so. It’s okay. I’m fine. Let’s try and enjoy 
the party.” 


I do my best to keep the mood up for her sake. The rest of 
the guests are having fun of course, but seeing the pain 
behind Imogen’s smiles is breaking my heart. She deserves 
so much better than this. She deserves for her family to 
give her unconditional love and care. Knowing that she’s 
been rejected makes me so angry, but part of me thinks that 
if they don’t show up, it’s for the best. Maybe it’ll prove to 
her that they’re not the people she thought they were. 


Two hours into the party, I can see that Imogen is really 
struggling. I decided to take her for a walk outside to 
comfort her and she breaks down in tears. 


“T’m so sorry, baby,” I tell her. “They should be here.” 


“I thought...1 thought they’d show up...it just feels like 
they’re making a point...letting me know that they’ve cut 
me off entirely...it hurts.” 


“I know baby. But it'll be okay, I promise.” 
“Imogen?” 


The sound of a familiar voice has us turning around. There, 
standing out in the street, are Imogen’s parents. 


Imogen 


I’m shaking with hurt and anger. I can’t believe they’ve 
played with my heart like this...they should’ve been here 
hours ago, but instead they’ve made me wait and worry 
about if they’d come at all. But now that they’re here, at 
least I can get some closure either way. They might be here 
to give me their blessing...or they might be here to cut me 
off entirely. My heart hurts from waiting on their answer. 
It’s been three weeks since I heard from either of them and 
I want answers. 


“Tell me why you’re here or just go,” I say, my voice 
breaking as I do. 


Henry slides his hand into mine and I immediately calm. 
He’s such a relaxing presence for me that I know he could 
stop me from saying something I’ll regret right now. But I 
feel like I should say something. I feel I should punish my 
father for the way he’s punished me for my love. Revenge 
isn’t in my nature and yet he’s almost ruined everything. I 
tilt my chin up defiantly, waiting for him to respond to me. 
He looks so timid standing beside my mother, whose face is 
unreadable. Still, I’m sure I see her subtly nudging him, 
trying to encourage him to say something. 


“Pm sorry we're late...1 was nervous to come,” he says 
quietly. I scoff. 


“So you thought you’d keep me guessing instead? I’ve been 
miserable all evening hoping you’d show up...” 


“T’m sorry, darling...[ never meant to upset you. But to be 
honest, I didn’t think you’d really want me here after 
everything that happened...I thought you’d be happier if I 
didn’t show up at all.” He sighs. “I know that sounds like an 
excuse, but it’s really not. I didn’t want to ruin things for 
you even further. I’ve been standing out here for nearly an 


hour debating coming inside...but I guess now you’ve come 
to me. I’m sorry for the way I acted...I really am. It’s taken 
me some time to understand what you have...but it’s like 
Henry reminded me.” He puts his arm around my Mom. 
“When you know, you know. And if you two feel like this is 
the right thing for you...” 


“Tt is,” I say firmly. He shifts uncomfortably, looking at 
Henry. 


“I know, and Henry is a good man. I don’t know why I 
couldn’t be happy for you immediately. I’ve never known a 
better guy. He’s going to take good care of you, I’m sure.” 


“T will,” Henry says protectively. He steps forward and fora 
moment, I feel nervous of what might happen next. But he 
holds out his hand for my father to shake. “No hard 
feelings, emotions were high. I know how much Imogen 
wants things to go back to normal, you being here is a good 
start.” 


I wouldn’t normally let him speak for me, but I know exactly 
why he’s doing it. He’s reminding me not to let my anger 
get the better of me. He knows I could ruin this peace 
treaty within a few seconds if I let my feelings get the better 
of me but he won’t let that happen. He knows me so damn 
well that he always knows what to say and do. Once again, 
he’s spot on. 


And now, despite my anger, I’m so happy to see my Dad. I 
step forward to hug him and he envelops me and Mom in 
the hug with him. He’s shaking a little and that’s how I 
know he’s been honest with me. It took him awhile, but he’s 
here now and that’s what counts. He kisses my cheek. 


“Pm so sorry, darling...and I know I haven’t said 
congratulations yet. I’m so excited to see you happy...and to 
be getting married.” 


I step back. “Well...there’s actually something else I have to 
tell you as well. I was hoping you’d show up. I really didn’t 
want to tell you about this over the phone. Mom, Dad...I’m 
pregnant. We’re going to have a baby!” 


To my surprise, their eyes light up with elation and they 
clap their hands together with excitement. They pull me 
back in for a hug and this time, they invite Henry to join in 
too. Standing out in the cold with my three favorite people, 
I let go of the pain I’ve been carrying around for the last 
few weeks. I embrace the love they’re finally giving me all 
at once. I know that from here on out, things are going to 
be okay. Things might not be perfect with my father yet, but 
they will be. I know he’ll work to make things better 
between us. He’ll make an effort to bring Henry into the 
family once and for all. Maybe it’ll be a little strange for 
them all at first, but it’s going to be fine. 


How could it not be when it makes me so happy? 


EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER... 


The biggest day of my life has finally arrived. I’m in 
Imogen’s home town in my tux, waiting in the snow for her 
to walk down the aisle in her parent’s garden. Things are a 
little different to when we were last here, of course. We’ve 
all made peace with one another, for one. Plus, we’ve got a 
child now...baby Jenny arrived nine months after the first 
time I made love to Imogen. Now, we’re melding our 
families together with our marriage, completing the final 
piece of our puzzle. 


I can’t wait to see Imogen in her dress. It’s going to be 
worth waiting out here in the cold. We could’ve had a 
summer wedding I suppose, but all of our first memories 
were made in the snow. It felt right to be here, back where 
it all started. And I know the moment I see her, it’s all going 
to be worth it anyway. 


The wedding march begins and the guests stand up, 
shivering as they pull their coats around them. It makes me 
smile. This is certainly going to be a wedding to remember. 


And the second I see Imogen walking towards me with her 
father, I know she’s a vision IIl never forget. My cock stands 
to attention in my pants as she walks toward me. She looks 
incredible in her white lace dress with a long train that 
drifts through the snow covered ground, leaving tracks 
behind her. Her blonde hair falls over her shoulders in 
waves. Oscar holds Jenny in one arm and guides Imogen 
with the other. He’s smiling, looking like he’s actually happy 
to see me and his daughter getting married. I’ve spent the 
past year worried that he was faking his happiness for us, 
but I can see the smile on his face is genuine. He’s finally 
given us his true blessing. 


I hold my breath, unable to contain my excitement as 
Imogen approaches me. Her father kisses her cheek and 
then hands her over to me for good. I nod to him with a 
smile, which he returns. These days, we’re nearly back to a 
point where I’d consider us best friends again. It was a little 
strange at first, of course, but even through the hardships, 
we’ve stuck at it. Now, he gets to see his daughter and his 
college roommate tie the knot. 


Imogen eagerly slips her hand into mine. I can’t stop 
staring at her beauty. She’s smiling the whole time that the 
officiant is speaking and I barely hear a word he’s saying. 
She’s captivated me. If it was up to me, I’d take her inside 
and make love to her right now. I already know she’s mine, 
heart and soul. But today is special and I know I should be 
Savoring every second. So I take the opportunity to stroke 
her soft cheek. Snow begins to fall gently, sticking to her 
hair and biting at my skin. It’s cold, but it feels good. It feels 
familiar when I’m with her. 


“You may now each recite your vows,” the officiant says. 
Imogen smiles and takes her notecards from her mother. 
She glances at them, looking a little nervous. 


“Henry...when we first met, you quickly became my hero. 
You saved me from those gross men in the cafe where I 
worked at the time...but it was so much more than that. I 
didn’t realize all of the things I was missing in my life until 
you showed up. It didn’t take me long to figure out that you 
were the missing piece of my life that I’d been needing. 
Before you, I guess I was just going through the motions. I 
knew what I wanted from my career and I was sure I was 
going to get it...but I hadn’t even considered my emotional 
connections. I always assumed love would come along when 
I least expected it...and it did when I met you.” 


I smile and squeeze her hand. I already know how she feels, 
of course. It’s often an unspoken thing between us...we 
speak with our bodies, making love to one another every 
night, spending our days working on my business. But 
hearing her speak how she really feels, it feels so good. She 
sniffs, tearing up a little. 


“I don’t know what I’d do without you now...you’ve turned 
my life into technicolor. I had a lot of love to give, but I 
needed it back too...you’ve given me all the love I could 
possibly ask for. You’ve given me a daughter who I love so 
much. And someday, I hope to have more babies with you. I 
want a full house where we can all laugh and play and enjoy 
our lives together. I want to see the world with you too...I 
guess the thing is...all of my future plans would be 
incomplete without you in them. So now that we’re finally 
getting married, I don’t see it as our final commitment. I 
can’t wait to commit to each thing we do together in the 
future...and I can’t wait to have a life with you.” 


The congregation applauds for her and she blushes prettily 
as she always does. Her diamond eyes are glistening with 
tears, but I reach out to wipe them for her. She smiles and 
leans her forehead in against mine. When we pull apart 
again, there are no hints of tears in her eyes any more. 


And then suddenly, it’s my turn. The last thing I want to do 
is tell all these people exactly what’s on my mind, but I want 
to tell Imogen how much she means to me. I clear my throat 
and try to keep up my cool demeanor. I only get one shot at 
saying my wedding vows and I want to get it right. 


“There was a time, not so long ago, where I believed that 
I’d never find love,” I begin cautiously. “I wanted love, but I 
guessed it just wasn’t meant for me. I wanted more than 
anything to have a place to channel all my love...and the 
moment I saw you, I knew you were perfect. It was 
instantaneous love. I know so many people will say that’s 
crazy...that love at first sight isn’t a thing. But I guess you 
can only know it’s real once you’ve felt it. And Imogen...I felt 
it so much. I knew from your beauty that I’d want to get to 
know every inch of your heart. I knew from your grace that 
you were kind and intelligent and loving. It didn’t matter 
that we hadn’t spoken a word to one another yet...I felt like 
I knew you. And now, I know those feelings weren’t so crazy. 
Here we are, about to get married and it feels so perfect. 
Maybe we didn’t anticipate this when we first locked 
eyes...but I wanted it regardless. You’ve driven me wild, 
Imogen. You’ve shown me that there’s so much more to life 
than just losing yourself in work. You’ve shown me that 
everything is better when we’re together...and I can’t wait 
to spend the rest of my life by your side.” 


“Me neither, baby,” she whispers to me. We can’t stop 
smiling at one another. 


Then it’s time to exchange rings. I take her delicate hand in 
mine to slip the ring on her finger and she does the same to 
me. I’m overwhelmed by adrenaline. As the officiant tells 
me I can kiss Imogen, I sweep her into my arms and share 
with her the sweetest kiss of my life. As the audience 
applauds again, she holds me close. As she pulls away 
again, she’s smiling. 


“T’ve got a surprise for you,” she whispers. She stands on 
her tiptoes so that she can reach my ear. “I’m 
pregnant...we’re going to have another baby!” 


I can barely believe it. We’ve been trying again and I never 
expected it to be good news so soon. But knowing we’re 
going to have another baby is the best news I could’ve ever 
received on my wedding day. I kiss her again, feeling hope 
and love and happiness fill me up entirely. 


This day is the best of my life. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TEN YEARS LATER... 


l mogen 


The coldness of my hometown hits me as soon as we all step 
out of the car. Henry lifts Annie from her car seat and Jenny 
pulls Bryce out of the car after her. As they’re squabbling 
over who is going to be the best at skiing, I take a moment 
to close my eyes and enjoy the feeling of coming home. 


Home has been a lot of different places for me over the 
years. In the early years of our marriage, Henry and I holed 
up in New York, focussing on the business while bringing up 
Jenny and Bryce in the big city. Then we lived in Vail for a 
while to expand the business there. The kids loved it there. 
But they love it even more now that we’re living in the 
Vermont countryside, learning to love the quiet life once 
again. 


Still, this will always be my home too. I grew up here. I fell 
in love here. Which is why it’s the perfect place to have a 
skiing holiday with the family. 


“Kids, look! That’s where your Mom used to work,” Henry 
says, pointing at the old cafe where I took up waitressing all 


those years ago. It’s still going, surprisingly, and it’s barely 
changed. In fact, nothing around here has. It’s like a 
massive blast of nostalgia. 


“Tt’s nice, right? You remember it from visiting Grandad 
here, don’t you?” I ask the kids. They nod enthusiastically. 
It’s been a while since I last brought them here since my 
Dad babysits the kids when we have to go on short business 
trips. Still, it’s nice to bring them here to stay with him 
while we enjoy some skiing. After a day of skiing together, 
they’ll go back and sleep at his place while Henry and I 
have a luxury night in the spa hotel on top of the mountain. 
I’ve never actually been skiing here before, so it’s safe to 
say I’m excited for this weekend. 


“T want to go on the hard slopes!” Bryce announces as 
we’re walking through the town. 


“You’re not good enough,” Jenny scoffs. “You should stick to 
the beginner’s slope with Mommy.” 


“Hey, I’m not that terrible!” I laugh. Henry grins and slips 
his hand into mine, balancing Annie on his hip easily. 
Fatherhood is a good look on him. 


“Sorry, darling, but you are,” he teases. I roll my eyes, but 
I’m smiling. 


“Well, everyone knows I’d much rather watch, but how 
about we all start with the medium slopes? We can all go 
together.” 


The idea seems to keep the peace between Bryce and Jenny 
which stops them squabbling for a while. In fact, they’re in 
a great mood. We drop Annie off with her Grandad for the 
day and then we all take the ski lifts up the mountain and 
the kids gabble excitedly about the day ahead. Henry keeps 
his hand in mine, smiling at me the whole way up. The cold 


wind is pinching my cheeks and my hair is soon covered in 
snow, but I don’t care. This feels familiar and warms me on 
the inside. 


We spend the day skiing with the kids. I’m not one for 
sports really, but it’s fun to do it with the children. And 
every time I fall down or get tired, Henry is there to pick me 
back up and keep me going. It makes me feel even more 
love for him than I thought was possible. 


The day leaves me exhausted and I’m more than ready for a 
glass of wine by the time we return to my childhood home, 
but I know we have the entire evening to look forward to as 
well. 


The kids squeal when they see my father, hugging his waist 
tight. He laughs and scoops them up to give them a hug. 


“T’ve missed you little rascals,” he says with a huge grin on 
his face. “And guess what we’re having for dinner?” 


“Pizza!” they cry in unison. It’s a special traditional treat for 
when they see him. He laughs, telling them to head inside 
and look at the ingredients he’s bought for their home 
made pizza’s. As they rush inside, the world feels quiet for a 
moment. It’ll be good to have some time alone with Henry 
tonight, but damn, I’ll miss them. 


“Don’t worry, they’re going to have a great time. Go and 
enjoy yourself. You deserve a little getaway...both of you 
do,” my father says, reading my mind. I kiss his cheek. 


“Thanks, Dad. It’ll be nice to have a little time to ourselves.” 


“We are in need of a quiet night, for sure...we love them to 
bits, but the kids are a handful!” Henry says with a cheerful 
laugh. My Dad chuckles 


“T don’t doubt it. Make sure you try the lobster for dinner at 
the lodge, it never disappoints! ” 


We wave goodbye to my father and then head back up the 
mountain for our getaway. As planned, we head to the 
restaurant in our best outfits and order the lobster for 
dinner. Afterward, we head back to the room and change 
into our Swimwear, ready to have a glass of wine in the hot 
tub. I sigh as I examine myself in the mirror. 


“T’ve put on weight again... need a new swimsuit. I’ve 
outgrown this one.” 


“So we'll get you a nice new one,” Henry says, wrapping his 
arms around me. “Stop criticizing yourself. You look 
incredible.” 


“T’ve put on so much weight, though.” 
“Who cares? Certainly not me, you look amazing.” 
“The kids have changed my body so much.” 


“T know they have. But that doesn’t mean it’s a bad thing. 
That beautiful body of yours has given life to three beautiful 
children...and I’m hoping it’ll give birth to more before 
we're done...plus the extra weight just means I can go to 
town on you in the bedroom,” Henry growls, kissing my 
neck. “You’re amazing, baby. I don’t want you to say 
another negative thing about yourself. You’re everything.” 


I sigh a happy sigh. He always knows what to say to make 
me feel better. He knows how to make me appreciate myself 
more, even though I’ve never been totally confident in my 
own skin. He’s the perfect husband and I’m so lucky to have 
him. 


We head out to the hot tubs together and sink into the 
bubbly water with a relaxed sigh. Out here, snow is falling 


gently and the sky is clear enough to see the moon and the 
stars. Someone brings us drinks and we cuddle up together 
in the warm water. I haven’t been this relaxed in a while. 
Having three kids is great, but it can be hard work, 
especially when running a business too. We’re always busy 
and it feels like we barely ever stop and just enjoy the world 
around us. Even earlier in our marriage, we were spending 
a lot of our time traveling and it was very full on. Now, it’s 
nice just to spend a night relaxing with one another and 
reflecting on our beautiful life together. 


“Did you mean what you said? About having more kids?” I 
ask him. He smiles and leans in to kiss me. 


“T want to...we had such a big gap between Bryce and 
Annie...1 felt like maybe we’d have been happy with just 
two. But I love them so much, Imogen. They’re my life. I 
could give up the business any day and just devote myself to 
them.” 


“Me too...but what about money?” 


“We won't need to worry about that, babe. I’ve been saving 
for years, we’ll never have to worry about money. Maybe we 
should just do it...give up the business and spend our lives 
with our babies. What do you think?” 


I can’t help smiling. “I’ll miss some of it, I guess...but we 
have our whole lives ahead of us. We can always pick up the 
business again somewhere down the line. I think you’re 
right. I think we should try for more babies. And I think 
having more time with the others will be amazing. Let’s do 
it.” 


He kisses me gently. His lips taste of wine and the emotions 
stirring inside me are just as strong as the day I met him. 
We’ve had a perfect love, a perfect marriage, a perfect life. 


And even though I’m perfectly happy, I know it’s just going 
to get better and better. 


He wraps his arms around me and pulls me close. I reach 
under the bubbly water and find his cock hard and ready 
for me. I grin against his lips. 


“Shall we head back to the room...” 


“God, yes,” he growls. Then he sweeps me up in his arms 
and carries me away from the hot tub, giggling. Some of the 
other guests are watching us, probably wondering why 
we’re acting like enamored teenagers, but I don’t care. I 
know that Henry and I have a love that no one else 
understands fully. We’re so perfect for one another and 
we’ve never had any problems, which is something normal 
couples don’t seem to understand. It’s perfect between us 
and we don’t need the approval of anyone else. As he 
carries me to our room and I gaze into his eyes, I feel 
butterflies in my stomach and an aching sort of happiness in 
my heart. He’s so good to me. He makes me feel a love so 
strong that it brings tears to my eyes. And now, we’re about 
to start the next step of our adventure... 


And I can’t wait for it to begin. 
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